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to Calcutta altogether, the King-Emperor walked through its
bazaars on foot attended only by his Viceroy.

In the former instance the King rode alone, supported by the
Governor-General, the Commandcr-in-Chicf and their staffs;
and in a carriage behind him was the Queen, a picture of elegance
and of grace. Within the Fort, Their Majesties were received
in impressive silence ; but as they left the Delhi Gate a cry of
welcome greeted them. Passing the Jamma Musjid, the pro-
cession turned into Delhi's most famous street, the Ghandni
Chauk : " The moonlight street/' perhaps the richest in Asia,
lined with the shops of jewellers whose craft is famous throughout
the world. The seats beneath the sacred fig trees which shaded
the avenue were filled with natives of importance who had put
on their richest robes and most splendid ornaments, turbans and
caps gleaming with jewels, robes of rich silks in kaleidoscopic
colours, and of doth*of-gold literally stiff with gems.

The Kiug-Exnpcror was greeted with loud shouts of loyal
greeting, but then; was a special note in the cries of the crowd
gathered at the small mor.quc of the ** Sonahri MusjicL" It was
IUTC that Nadir Shah had taken his stand on the nth March,
1739, to watch the butchery of the people of Delhi by his savage
Persian troops. Not since this date had a foreign monarch passed
down the Ohandui Cluuik. What a contrast in the two entries,
the one that of the conqueror, his sword red with blood, his
savage hordes bent upon robbery, destruction, murder, and
rapine, and the other that of the ruler welcomed in joy and
peace by his people.

The procession following His Majesty was over seven miles
in length, and included the Ruling Chiefs from all Hindustan.
Notable in this procession of dazzling splendour, and where all
called for wonder and applause, were the Jam of Nawanagar,
Ranji of cricket fame, in his silver carriage supported upon a
solid silver crocodile ; the Rajah of Patiala, around whose neck
were the famous ropes of pearls; and the Begum of Bhopal, an
intimate friend of the late Qiiecn Victoria. There were dancing
horses, beautiful war steeds laden with gifts, and girt witlA
trappings of gold and silver set with gems ; warriors clad in
chain mail and armour ; gaily clad heralds beating drums,
blowing great horns and singing. The scene was rather one from
the Arabian Nights than an experience of this practical workaday
world of the twentieth century.

With a position on duty within the shamiana I was a close